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MA BELLE- - AT THE BAY.

I ho stands by the sea in her beauty
At the witchiDg twilight hour,

With her muslin dress about her, -

Like the shield of some great white flower.

She's as pure as the light of the star lamps
That sprinkle the path of the moon,

And her blushes are rich as the roses
That arc bom of regal June.

Her eyes in their dusky splendor,
"With their amber and midnight light,

Make her seem a part of the picture,
Some w n fair of the night.

Her form 13 as lithe as a mermaid's
That has strayed from its pink shell home,

"While her voice has a subtle music
As it speeds over the waves of foam.

Adieu, O my beautiful Creole
Fair dream of a bright summer's day.

May fifty long years from this writicg
Find you stand, looking so, oer the Bay.

Robert H. Cashford in Now Orleans Picayune.

CEISTOYAI,

Some twenty years ago, one Sunday
morning, at Madrid, a young woman en-

veloped in lier long mantilla entered the
church of Notre Dame d'Atocha holding
by the hand a little child of rare and won-

drous beauty. At the sight of this little
angel, with his mass of golden, tumbled
ringlets, his eyes black as night, his
cheeks rosy and dimpled as a cherub's,
all the devotees kneeling upon their mats
of rushes ceased their prayers to look
upon him with a tender smile, the elder
ones from memories that crowded upon
.hern at the sight of the child, the young

senoritas from presentiment.
The young woman, the good and beau-

tiful Rosario de Solis, had come to thank
the Virgin for having saved the life of
this, her only child. Ihe face of the
mother was pale and thin, her eyes en-

circled with dark rings; for many long
and anxious nights had she passed of late
by the bedside of the poor little soul.

Shall I tell you of the noble nature of
this Donna Rosario de Solis? No; it is
unnecessary, for all the world knows the
story cf her life and sacrifices, and that to
save a dying father from the pursuit of a
ferocious creditor she had given herself as
a hostage and married the creditor herself,
Don Andres de Solis, the fiscal. Rosario
was beautiful, but with a beauty that
sculptors and painters were powerless to
depict; it lay m her eyes, in her smile, in
the serenity of her brow, the grace and
suppleness of her swan like neck, the
purity and loveliness of the soul im-
printed

j

upon her perfect features. i

In the meantime Rosario, on her knees
before the Miraculous Virgin sparkling
with precious stones and carrying in her
arms an infant Jesus, gave thanks to
heaven, while the child regarded '

a sun that made a glittering au-
reole about the head of the holy mother,
the tapers that burned before the altar,
the flowers and fountains with their jets
of water. All at once his eyes fell upon
the steps leading to the chapel grating,
and ho perceived crouching there in her j

tatters a horrible old beggar woman hold-
ing toward him a black and withered
hand, supplicating and repulsive; but be-

hind the woman and gazing at him with
uppwuing eje me unit) oruiovui saw
the head of another a little one like him- -

self, brown, pitiful, emaciated who j

teemed to beckon him to approach her,
and to complain to him that she was hun- -

"A poor little beggar, mamma," laying
his hand upon Rosario's sleeve; "she
cries with hunger see her there!" and
lie pointed to the wicket, through which
still came the wail for bread. Hungry
a babe like that Rosario shuddered.

"Goatonco, my precious one," placing
a piastre in Cristoval's fingers; "tjp at
once and carry her this alms from God."

Little by little the soft hymn of the
organ roe in the silence of the chapel,
rising, falling, filling the nave with a
volume of sound more and more power-
ful; the chant of the priests followed it,
and the souls of the devotees in the
body of the church rose to heaven upon
the wave of sacred harmony. Suddenly,
in the midst of the fervor of her prayers,
it seemed to Rosaria that the Virgin to
whom sho knelt looked upon her with
frowning eye, as if denying or refusing
to listen to her petitions; a strange, in-

explicable fright took possession of her,
a feeling of dread, of alarm. And where
was Cristoval? She looked about her,
turning her eyes from corner to corner
of the shaded chapel. He was not beside
her, nor, in fact, in sight, neither in the
church itself nor in the court before the
door. Was he lost? impossible! He was
hiding from her, playing upon her ma-
ternal terrors, concealed, perhaps, in the
loges or in the folds of the curtains.
Nevertheless, her voice was hoarse and
strident as she demanded of a woman
kneeling near her: "Have you seen my
child, my little Cristoval?"

"The little one with the silver but-
tons?" responded the dame. "No, seno-rit- a,

but doubtless he is yonder by the
pulpit of St. Sebastian seeking to startle
you."

"Perhaps," said Roario. darting in the
direction of the pulpit, and feeling, peep-
ing beneath it and pushing aside even the
altar cloth in the ardor and energy of her
search. The child was not there. Could
he be at home? Had he tired and wan-
dered through the streots alone in his
efforts to return? Shivering, trembling
under her mantle, her brain throbbing
with agony, the poor mother turned to-

ward her dwelling. Arrived at last, she
entered breathlessly. It, too, was empty,
silent, mournful. At the top of the stair-cas- t'

she encountered her husband, Don
Andres. "Where is Cristoval?" were the
questions that crossed each other. Ah,
where indeed? She answered nothing;
Don Andreas also was dumb with grief.
Fiscal though he was, he was still a
father, and held to humanity by love for
his child.

Rosario sought to retrace her steps, to
descend, to run, God knows where, in the
fields, in the thoroughfares, in all the
alleys and by ways of the city; but her
legs bent under her she was unable to
stand.

"Go thou!" she cried, pushing her hus-
band from her; "seek Cristoval find him,
go at once!" and Don Andres obeyed.

Alas, however, the child was seen no
moro; ho had vanished completely, abso-
lutely, as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him.

From that day on Rosario, a heart
broken woman, went no more to the
chapel of Notre Dame d'Atocha, where it
seemed to her she must always see tho
child so cruelly taken from her, and whom
she still hoped would one day bo restored
to her. And upon the palace itself what
somber night had fallen; no noise, no joy,
no merriment in the silent household; no
cttildish lips to laugh and prattle behind
the thickets of the garden; no flower beds
trampled by reckless . feet; no tiny hands
to join in prayer, and an ever present
vision of Cristoval, her baby boy, stum-
bling in the dust of the highways, under the
stick of the mendicant, without bread,
without clothes, bis cheeks pale and

meager, liis eye3 stained by tears. The
heart of the mother was indeed broken!

Weeks, months and years passed away
thus. The father was consoled; a true
man of justice, hard, pedantic, cruel and
gasping, tho habitual sight of crime al
ways before him had given him a heart of
bronze. For him success justified and
sanctified the means, and in his busiuess
of fiscal ho had au opportunity to put his
principles in pracrice. In short, an avar-
icious leech, he served himself to the best
of his ability with the best of all that
came before him.

Somc eishteea rears after tL&sxsjxt, nar--,

iaitoi to yea, cue gloomy morning m tne
early spring, Don Andres de Solis was
called to Castile. An avaricious old uncle,
whose heir he had become, had succumbed
to a mortal malady, and despite the
grievous condition of the roads, that ice
and suow made "nearly impracticable, ho
had unhesitatingly begun the journey.
"Gold" was at the end of it.

As the carriage slowly mounted the de-

files that crossed the Sierra de Saint
Adrian, the fiscal felt himself invaded by
a sentiment; or melancholy a vague pre- -
sentment. Why? Unless it was the loneli-- '

ness of the place, the somber grandeur of
the pines that crowned it, the steep, pre
cipitous ascent up which the vehicle
labored at an almost perpendicular angle,
he could not have told you. The sudden
stoppage of the carriage some fifty rods or
so beyond the chapel of Saint Adrian j

abruptly roused him irom the reverie into
which he had fallen, and at the same mo-
ment a group of men concealed in the
rocks and crevices of the mountain flung
themselves upon the bridles of the horses;
a voice commanded him to descend.

"I descend!" said De Solis, scornfully;
"back, ladrones, back at once thou art
talking to the Fiscal Do&, Andres de
Solis!"

"Don Andres, the fiscal!" No, Don
Andres the miser; Don Andres the
usurer!" the brigands answered, advanc-
ing wrathfully. Their chief, however, a.
young man, handsome, well built, and
with the eye of an eajrle, pushed them
aside and placed himself at the opening
to recoil immediately with a; cry of aston-
ishment, echoed by the prisoner within
for the features of the one were the feat-
ures of the other the likeness between
them incredible; only in the case of Don
Andres de Solis the face was wrinkled and
faded by time; in the case of the young
man brown, fresh and ruddy. As for the
rest, the heavy eyebrows, the brow, broad
and full, the nose, long and aquiline, all
were the same not a line was missing.

"Thy name, boy, thy nanie?" demanded
De Solis in a stilled voice; "give me thy
name."

"Cristoval, the trabucure (brigand) I
have no other!"

"My son, my son Cristoval!" extending
his arms with a cry of joy, forgetting
everything in the rapture of the moment,
and seeing but the face before him, young,
proud and haughty. "Thou art my son,"
he continued; "my son stolen from me in
infancy and mourned so long. I know it

I tell thee I know it."
Cristoval smiled contemptuously,
"Think not, Don Andres." signing to

his men to withdraw a little, "think not
to escape by so infamous a ruse. I am a
waif rescued from the pavement, it is
true; I also have the misfortune to resem-- i
ble you strangely; nevertheless, I believe
thou liest, for there is naught else in like-
ness or kinship between us. It is better
so, for thou-- wouldst be shamed by a son
in the ranks of the miserable trabu-caire- s,

hunted like feiocious beasts;
whilst I, were it true, should scorn and
loathe myself. What, I, the free and
honorable trabucaire, who fights an en-

emy openly and bravely, the son of Don
Andres the Fiscal, the Judas who sells his
friends as the disciple sold his Lord!
Never! And if I thought it truo I would
this moment dash out my brains on the
rocks at our feet to atone for my misfort- -

nuGto exni!lte mv shame. All the
same I shall conduct myself toward thee
as i reall thv son Wait a moment
hear me out," calmly repulsing the fiscal,
who ha(1 thrown himself forward with a
movement of joy; "there aro times when
an honoraDle and voluntary aeatn is
enough to efface a criminal and ugly
past. Behold this pistol take it and kill
thyself! If wo are of the same blood,
thou wilt comprehend that my proposi-
tion honors thee and that thou shouldst
not hesitate. Accept it and I will ac-- k

owledge thee as my father before all
my comrades. What say you?"

The face of Don Andreas whitened, his
lips trembled. Tho trabucaire shrugged
lhs shoulders.

"Soul of fiscal soul of coward! I am
not of thy unworthy race. It is well, and
thou shalt live live in the scorn of all,
but on condition that thou keepest silence
upon all that has passed between us and
outrage me no more by the title of :son.'
It is an insult I shall instantly avenge."

"Miserable boy," cried the unhappy
father, "were thy mother here thou
wouldst not dare den her. Return with
me to thy home; quit forever these de-

spairing fugitives; come to thy mother,
Rosario!"

"That they may say, 'Like" father, like
son?' No, I will not return: nevertheless,
I will see tho Donna Rosario, and see her
soon."

The summer that followed this scene
upon the Sierra de Saint Adrian a course
of bull fights had been announced at Val-
ladolid. You know the passion of the
Spanish people for this style of diversion
and how they run to them for leagues
around. All the same I was struck with
astonishment when I entered the circus,
for the vast and double amphitheatre, tho
boxes opening upon the place of the tau-reau- x

and every inch nnd corner of the
monstrous building seemed to rock and
tremble with the thunders of applause.
Tho signal was given by the alcalde,
or corregidor (I have forgotten which),
the toreros clustered in the space like a
nock of brilliant birds. A magnificent
bull from Ciudad-Rca- l bounded Into the
ring, amid the plaudits of tho peoplo and
the alguazils hurtling about him, tho
pointed darts of the bull fighters with
their wads of burning paper teasing and
stinging him ceaselessly. For a moment
tho animal remained motionless, his head
hanging, his tail switching his flanks, his
legs trembling convulsively.

"Toro malo"!" (bad bull)" "Toro malo!"
screamed a thousand voices.

The picadores advanced upon him; the
bull retreated; he was a coward; indeed,
a child could have frightened him.

"The dogs! the dogs!" cried the peoplo
loudly, and all heads turned toward the
box of the corregidor, for he alone could
grant the demand of the exasperated
public. I turned with the rest to the box
of the magistrate; beside him at the back
of the box was the figure of a woman in
deepest mourning, pale, femaciated, no
longer young, but whose features still pre-
served the traces of angelic beauty. She
seemed to assist at the corrida as a corpse
or a statue might have done, and her re-
gard was vague and fixed as if contem-
plating something invisible to ail save her.

"Who is she?" I demanded of an oblig-
ing neighbor.

"Donna Rosario de Solis,", he answered,
"a saint who has made her purgatory
upon earth, for God has left her her hus-
band and permitted the theft irom her of
her son. She sees him always in her
thoughts, she waits upon him, but her
place is the oratory, not the box of the
corregidor. Stay, tie struggle begins!"

Even as he spoke a chulo entered the
arena holding by the collar two enormous
dogs. A handsome fellow, this chulo,
well built, with heavy e cbrows and lone,
aquiline nose. All the same the specta-
tors saw but the dogs already precipi-
tating themselves upon the bull, his eyes,
now red and bloodshot, bent angrily upon
his adversaries and upon the man who
had entered with them to defy him. The
chulo advanced, erect and fearless.

"Viva el chulo!" the women shrieked.
"Viva el chulo!" shaking over the arena
the perfume of their scarfs and handker-
chiefs and showering upon him a ram of
roses. With! a smile, a bow, a wonderful
bound, the youth responded, sprang for-

ward, rose into the air, to seat himself a
moment later astride the back of the
taureau, his hands locked firmly about
fh( Tinrnc nf f Vi nnininl )5 mc'hPTT(- - .1

sort of poniard, ready in his belt. Evert
Uie Dosca .Rosario mQveifwm her stonv 1

calm, leanCiFTrom the cofrtgiflbr'sloge,
her eyes fixedin terror upon that scene of
daring.

"And you say," said I to my obliging
neighbor, "the wife of the fiscal takes no
interest in these courses see her now!"

"But oven as I spoke, at a sign from
her husband, mindful of the attention she
was attracting, Donna Rosario shrank
again into the shelter ofher curtains,
nevertheless, not before I 'had seen that
the eyes of the chulo, in spite of his danger-
ous position, had sought and crossed with
those of the wife of the corregidor.

The struggle between the taureau and
his assailants has become frightful; bel-

lowing, pawing the dust, and covered
with foam from his efforts to dislodge his
burden, the creature, like a mammoth
centaur, plunged about the arena, the
dogs, bleeding from a 100 wounds, snap-
ping at his heels, the flame tipped jave-
lins of the waiting toreros menacing and
driving him from rail to raiL The brute,
however, was stronger than the man, and
the strength of the chulo was failing him,
but at the instant when, swaying from
side to side, it seemed that he must fall
from his seat to be gored and ground by
the horns of his enemy, he lifted himself
like a dancer upon a tight rope, glided to
the earth across the open space and
turned at bay, his lips compressed, his
bearing proud and scornful.

As the brave torero thus boldly faced the
onslaught in the arena, I saw and heard
a sudden commotion arise at the gates of
the barriers among the Royal volunteers
who guarded them; also that a group of
men hastily entered the box of the cor-
regidor; that a woman's figure leaned
from the railing of the box, her eyes like
coals of fire in her pallid face, her hands
uplifted, and crying imperiously in a
voice that hau nothing Human m it:
"Meure, chulo I Meure chulo!" And the
young man, lifting his eyes to the face
abovo him, docile and obedient as a son
to the commands of a mother, cast his
poniard from him, and thus disarmed
awaited the end an end not long coming
a roar from the taureau, a thud, a cry
from the Donna Rosario, for it was she
who had thrown to the chulo that hurried
order, and all was over for Cristoval the
trabucaire!

Cristoval the trabucaire? Ay, recog-
nized not only by the fiscal and his wife
as Cristoval. their son. but bvthe authori
ties as well as the hunted brigand, who
would bo seized and imprisoned at the
moment of his leaving the arena.

It was this the men who had entered
the box of the corregidor at the moment
of the encounter had come to tell him;
this that had induced the heroic mother
to command her son to die rather than
live to be dishonored. Cristoval, worthy
of this great heart, obeyed.

Three months later Rosario, too, was
dead a victim to the scourgings and ex-

cessive penalties that she imposed upon
herself in order to expiate that which she
called "the crime of her pride."

How did all this come about? Bravado!
To see Lis mother, to keep his word to the
man whom, nevertheless, he refused to
acknowledge as his father, the unforttmate
boy, disguised as a chulo, had entered the
city and entered it to his death.

V

Who told me the beginning and the end
of this sorrowful story? Don Andres him
self, and the tongue of Valladolid and all
Madrid. Translated from the French, of
Emanuel Gonzales for The New York
Mercury by E. C. Waggoner.

A Horse Car Conductor's Ingenuity.
People who are so unfortunate as to be

compelled to use the horse cars in their
travels about the city have no doubt often
noticed tho poor condition and generally
dilapidated appearance of the pockets of a
conductor's outer garment. Dipping the
hands in the pocket every few moments
for tho purpose of making change for the
passengers or depositing therein the fare,
and occasionally warming their benumbed
fingers in them, does not tend to make
the pockets present a wholesome appear-
ance, and the conductor who can show
one without being more or less frayed is
indeed scarce.

While riding in a Flushing avenue car
one day I was struck by the simple but in-

genious method to prevent this which the
conductor, who was evidently of an inven-
tive turn of mind, had devised. The
pockets of his overcoat were lined inside
and outside with leather, slightly thicker
than that used in making kid gloves. It
was nicety stitched and, indeed, hardly
noticeable. The conductor informed me
that outside of preventing the loss of
money through holes in the pockets it
made the burden of his wife's life much
easier, obviating, as it does, the necessity
of sewing the torn and worn out pockets
so often. He had bethought himself of
preventing it in this manner and had de-

vised the clever arrangement. It seems
to be a big success. Brooklyn Eagle.

The ".Enchanted Rock."
The "enchanted rock," in the San Saba

(Texus) valley, rises 200 feet from the
plain, and can bo seen for a distance of
several miles. In the moonlight it pre-
sents a striking resemblance to an im-
mense castle with its many windows
brilliantly lighted, this effect being
caused by the reflection ofvthe moon's
rays from numerous polished surfaces of
quartz and pyrites of copper. The

believe it to be one of the abodes
of the Great Spirit, and regard it with
much reverence. Chicago News.

The Bigness of IUndostan.
The latest survey and? census of India

shows that the area of the peninsula of
Hindostan is 1,382,62-- square miles, and
tho population 233, SO 1,921. Although
immense tracts of country arc annually
cultivated, yet according to the most re-

cent survey 10,000,000 acres of land suit-
able for cultivation have not yet been
plowed. Boston Budget.

Italians in America.
The faithfulness of the Italian house-

wife and the domestic character of her
husband are well known. A divorce
among them is a rarity. Dr. L'llo wishes
to contradict tho prevailing Idea that
Italians are miserly. Such, he says, is
not the case. They are frugal and saving,
but there are few in the Sixth ward who
stint themselves. Even the poorest Ital-
ian would not dream of sitting down to
table without his glass of wine. Food
they have, too, in plenty, and if they eat
jut little meat, are they not as a race as
ealthy as any other?' Dr. Ullo claims
i.d, perhaps, justly that Italian labor fc

"gher paid than Irish or American labor
He cites this case: A year or so ago he
nad a lawsuit ag3inst a New Jersey rail-
road company and during the proceedings
was enabled to glance over the payroll ot
the laborers employed. The Irish received
$1 2o per day and the Italian laborer
$1.30. Asking an explanation of the Irish
superintendent the latter acknowledge'!
that au Italian could do more work than
31 Irishman, although at first he thought
the former, owing to their manner of Lv-n-

would soon break down. They sub-
sisted wholly on macaroni and farinaceous
food and cheap wine.

The superintendent also said that an
Italian didn't talk while working or stoc
to light his pipe every ten minutes anc
could dofnlly 10 per cent, more work than
wie former. It has been proven rccenth
that farinaceous food gives more mncic
and bene than meat, and if thi be true
the ordinary good haahh of the Italian
laborers can thu be accounted for. In
the aqueduct in Westchester countv thev
are preferred to any other class of laborer?
because of their stayinqualities. Drunk-
enness is seldom known anion:: them. In

V naie crankard a curiosity.
Brooklyn Eac

IRENE.

Anions? the purple mountain folds I sought
And sought in vain for peace. I sought in vain
In dreamy woods; along th' enchanted main;

In kindly hamlets. Then with books I wrought,
Seeking for peace in toils which only brought

Dull discontent and weariness of brain.
"Where art thou, peace!" I cried. "Oh, soothe

this pain
Of tearful longing and of throbbing thought I"

A sweet voice answered. Laughter glad and
clear,

Set the birds singing. Beautiful bright eyes
Made a new dawn. A sweet voice answered:

"Cease
From further fruitless searching. I am here-

in flower of flesh and blood, of perfect size,
Quite loving your Irene. I am peace !"

n.
Peace, with her chatter and infectious glee;

Peace, swinging madcap on a springy bough.
With, bright hair blown and tumbled anyhow;

Peace, paddling in a shoal of summer sea;
Peace, at high revel up an apple tree;

Peace, reading with a bent and ilreamy brow;
Peace, on a footstool very peaceful now

Lktening with hands clasped fondly on my kneel

Kb abstract noun, no mythic shape divine,
No sweet elusive dream of w ho knows what,
But just a child, she brings my heart surcease

Of care; and, when she puts her cheek to mine,
Bliss and complete contentment with my lot.
Yes, this is my Irene this is Peace.

The Academy.

THE NEW PHEACHER.

Most people would say that it was no
new. preacher at all; he had the same
evee. nose, mouth and hair, was of the

j same height, and offered the same hands,
But others who can read between the
lines, and are thankful for the gift, de-

clare that it was a new preacher. He had
gone through some exjitrience. His soul
had changed. He had been born again!

The preacher sat in his cozy study in
the afternoon hours. It was his "den,"
where ho was secure from all interrup-
tion, and furnished with the luxury of a
Sybarite. Soft rugs upon the floor, hand-
some vases on the low bookcases that en-

circled the walls, rare etchings upon the
easel, costly engravings on every side, a
cabinet of coins in one corner, and a poem
in marble in another it was no wonder
that he felt a thrill of as
he glanced in every direction. And his
sense of comfort was heightened by the
roll of proof sheets" on his desk his latest
work almost ready for publication. There
was a long row of volumes since his oc-

cupancy of the pulpit, but this was to bo
his crowning effort, and to increase still
further his fame.

There were the books, the creations of
his genius, on a long shelf ail by them-
selves. The critics spoke highly of them;
the public bought them; the learned world
acknowledged their merit. History, biog-

raphy, criticism, were his special fields.
But his mind was so versatile that he
could produce novels as well; and his
poems had also a rapid sale. As a popu-
lar lecturer he always commanded a large
audience. His travels to the east and his
discover of the missing tractate of St.
Theodosius had gained him the doctorate
from three Old World universities.

Yes, he had been singularly successful,
and that, too, without stooping to any
mean tricks. He was above sycophancy
and He had made his
way by hard pushing, by resolute work,
by sheer stamina, he was wont to say.
Not two decades in the pulpit, he had
long outstripped preachers of his class in
the seminary, and lett them and older
graduates far behind. He was known as
the eminent, the distinguished, and he en-

joyed the luxury of fame as only men of
his character can. He had never done a
low action; he had never driven over an
adversary, but his talent and genius mado
a track for themselves from the very
start.

It must bo confessed that the preacher,.
who was never idle, but always a miracle
of industry, had one solitary failing per-

haps there were others he loved to dwell
upon his success, and go over in memory
each step in his advancement. That after-
noon he was just in such a mood, and his
pride was attaining fever heat

"James !" Itwas the voice of Ins wife
as
shut

she
off TJJ mt ILTft'nf'K

parsonage
"Well?" came a querulous tone from

tho preacher, disturbed in his revery.
"The boy is here whom you wished to

see."
"What boy?" he asked, in an impatient

tone.
"Don't you remember? The boy for

whom you were to sCcure a situation.
You cannot, surely, have forgotten it."
There was a shade of pain in her voice.

"Oh, let him come Edith; I
cannot be bothered now. I have my
thoughts busy enough with other matters.
Let him come say, this day next week."

"But, James," with gentle remon-
strance in her tone "James, his mother
is destitute; she must have money."

"I cannot help it. Why am I always
troubled by that class ofi people? It
would tax the patience of Job or the purse
of Croesus. Let him come next week; do
you hear?"

The preacher's wife heard; she sighed
as she turned away, and bade the boy
come the following week. Then seeing
him to thr door, she gave him a trifle for
present needs.

The preacher resumed his reverie, but
found it difficult to regain his

His nature was keenly sensitive,
nnd the slightest cause would often pro- -

duce the intensest jar. And now what
had snapped asunder hi3 pleasant fancies?
What had vexed him at the moment of .

his exhilaration'
It was his wife's sigh low, tremulous,

scarcely audible which had penetrated
his soul and rankled there, as if imbued
with physical potency. It was the sigh
of his wife, gentle, patient, uncomplain-
ing, that had stirred him from his dreams.
He rose from his chair. He paced up and
down the room. He never sighed. Why
should hjs wife sigh? And why should
that sigh produce such inward ill? Had
he said aught unkind? Was he not al-
ways gentle to her?

His wife's sigh! She was not looking
so young. There were streaks of gray ia
her hair, and her cheeks were not so full
and round. His wife's sigh! Was it not
her wealth that gave him leisure and in-

dependence Was it not her influence
that had spread his fame? Did her sigh
imply regret at her choice, or her bitter
disappointment?

The preacher had a conscience, and it
was makinq a sharp fight. Jacob's con-

test of old with the wrestling angel finds
its parallel in manv an inward struggle of
the human soul." The preacher's few
minutes of agony seemed as long as the
hours to the patriarch, and he too pre- - t

and a yonnc man entered
'Ah, doctor, I could cot rtaist the de-

sire to see yon. I have heard yon so
often, and j our books are well thumbed
st home. I have so much to say." His
eagerness ran? ont in every word.

"You know I have chosen the ministry
for my vocation. doctor. I feel h
imfitted for the task! My doubts jre sot
of or religion, or the Good Book, or
the lovely and associations that
blend with the faith. No, no; n:y doubts

of myself my nnworthiness, my lit-

tleness, my poverty of the spirit. What
can I do to cop with the task? How
I become a preacher to hnnoanin ? How
shall I dnve home the relistou divine?

iSowsJial! T.toims3Jf2Eo2-&- ? 25:

ter? me worKis so stronme ana sr so in-
significant. What can I do?"

The preacher heard him. seemed
that his 'features were familiar, and his
voice was not strange.

"Oh, doctor. I do not care for books
when struggling men and weak women
and tender children are to be uplifted. I
do not wish for fame. I do not look for
success, measured by a large congrega-
tion, a princely salary and a growing
reputation. I would have that prophet's
ideal realized in my life. Let the spirit

' of God rest upon me, however lowly my
ponion, the spirit of wisdom and under
standing. Let me not judge alter the
sight of my eyes, iior reprove after the
hearing my ears. These words of
Isaiah always occur to me, doctor. Imade

j them the text of my graduation sermon at
tne seminary a iew weess ago. j."

"His graduation sermon," thought the
preacher. "Why, it was my very text
when I graduated!"

"Oh, doctor! doctor!" the young man
cried, as the tears started in. his eyes,

pardon mv impulsiveness. I do not wish
to be faithless to my ideal. So many start
well and fail. I want to translate that
text into life. There is so much to be

' done, and so few to do it. Don't you re
call those lines from Lowell?

"The Lord wants reapers; oh, mount up
Before night comes and says. 'Too latel'

Stay not for taking scrip or cup.
The Master hungers w hile yo wait."

"Those lines those lines," said the
preacher to himself; "they were always in
my memory. Why do I hear them now?
Have I waited for scrip or cup while the
Master has hungered?"

i!I know no greater curse, doctor," con-
tinued the young man, with his cheeks all
aflame with enthusiasm, "than to have
my unfulfilled ideal rebuke me as I grow
old. To have tho specter of the unreal-
ized around me; to hear the accusing voice
of opportunity misspent and advantages
misapplied; to feel tiiat I have been dis-
loyal and cowardly, and bent only on my
own advancement while religion has hun-
gered the thought would drive me wild.
And I have come to you. good sir, for
kindly counsel. Tell me what I shall do.
You sympathize with me. You, too,
once were young like myself."

"You have come to me to me for
counsel!" the preacher exclaimed, rising
from his chair and advancing. "Do you
know how faithless I have been to my
youth's ideal? Oh, spare me spare
me"

The preacher awoke. Was it but a
revery, after all? Had his youth como
back to accuse him, like Jean Paul
Richter's dream?

"Edith! Edith!" he exclaimed, tearing
aside the curtain, and folding her, as she
came, in a passionate embrace. "Edith!
Edith!" you shall never sigh again. It is
ptill day for us. It is not too late, thank
God!"

He told her his wrestling spirit and
his victory. And when tho next Sabbath
dawned he preached as he never had
preached tfefore. People noted the differ-
ence: he felt it; and with the seed of
humility planted anew in his soul, his
work grew to lovelier and more enduring
proportions. Rev. A. S. Isaacs in Harp-
er's Bazar.

Maryland's "Smartest "iffger."

'The following story is told by a gentle
man well acquainted with the panic
mentioned and who can vouch for its
authenticity. Each of two gentlemen,
who owned adjoining farms in one the
counties, had a colored laborer working
on his place. These men. who were named
Tom and Bob respectivel, were very
light fingered and had the reputation
of converting to their own special prop-
erty anything they could carry from their
neighbors. One day the two farmers met,
and, by chance, the conversation turned
upon the stealing propensities of their
respective men. After some discussion

mQro j week Bob can fa
month. He is the smartest nigger in tho
county."

"No, ho can't," said the other gentle-
man, emptying his mouth of a hnge quan-
tity of tobacco. "There is no nigger in
Maryland who can beat Bob stealing.
He could take the buttons off a citytli, fl h policemaa
wouldn't know there was anybody within

,e o b ,y h
claimed Tom's champion excitedly.
"Why, my Tom could steal a stick of
wood from under your Bob and leave
him sitting on the bark." Bob's de-

fender was vanquished and had to give it
up, and it was a week or more before ho
recovered sufficiently to proclaim again
that he had "the smartest nigger in Mary-
land." Baltimore News.

Americans in England.
Americans cannot understand that the

habit, almost universal with our people,
of wearing costly clothing, of calling for
luxuries (unusual with Europeans except
those of assured fortune), such as fires in
bedrooms, unlimited gas and candles,
great variety of food at every meal, the
best seats at the theatre-'- , constant cab-
bing instead walking, etc., causes
them to be looked upon as rich aristocrats
whose efforts to reduce expenses, and yet
retain all the comforts, must be sternly
frowned down, as unworthy gentlemen or
ladies. On the other hand, if our people
pay on the guinea scale without a mur-
mur, they are treated with the veritable
exasgerated deference which the low Eng-
lish yield to their social superiors. Un-
fortunately, that is the one luxury

so dear to the English "clasEes"
themselves! which our people (as a rule)
care nothing about. Sometimes this ser-
vility is offensive to Americans. Olive
Logan in Kansas City Journal.

Destroying "Weeds "With Tltrol.
Where such plants as dock, plantain or

dandelion are growing in lawns, they may
be effectually destroyed by the applica-
tion of oil of vitrol. The vitrol should be
in an old bottle with a wire around the
neck to hold it by, so as to keep the fin-

gers from the liquid. A stick long enough
and thin enough to go into the bottle Is
the only other necessary; the stick should
be slightly cut at the end to allow of Its
holding the vitrol better. One drop of
vitrol off the end of the stick dropped into
the center of the weed should destroy it
at once, one dip ought to destroy three or
four weeds.

The Georgia Picnic Kiss.
And after all there is no chance im-

provement over the simple Georgia picnic
kiss, at the mere mention of "hich there rfes
bef oro the vision of all the old boys dainty
mashes, pink ribbons, rosy cheeks aad Resi-bran-

shadow. The very air wins redolent
of h AlitTYirw- - ln'rhfpr HV fh& rfrm?A nf a

ierx brook trembles In tho distance, and

it. The drcunta,nci3 that surround the oJ
fashioned Georgia picnic mako i; ffaply

The ycang man yrbo is IM off by
the stage kiss drops to ubtanc lor tas
shadow nad is toba pinui, IfacoaTeltjraph.

explained at Lxt.
I Dr. Ncnsan. Kerr, cf Losdon, explains

what i? the matter ith drunkards sm fol-- 1

lows: There i sn aboorxsal cerebral oosdi--!
tion, a djnainic&l and psychical dUtnrbsncs

f of to brain and nsrrt ioztcuoo, a. rtaX
fro--n soend btaith, Tcicb it iulf a

i patfaoJOKscsd iat with, fa ell probabntty, its
(

postmortem equivefent ia hjjurplstux. oZ

j th necnegba."' Pase tois Ja joar hat tistl
1 rezd it to cay man that offers to treat. Tea

vaiiea, ana his heart was caaaeu, ue me j tfce good nht arm feels again tb faint
name of h prototype. i struggle of snodertv upon it. Hot tawdrr,

"I would see him so much! .like to horr j reroiUaK wesu to sfce
The tones of a fresh, strong voice fed upon spa. compared with this. No. the beet kas-hi- s

the curtain was arawn aside .ear as n ,f.,1t .., .l.
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EVEN THIS WILL PASS AWAY."

Of all quaint and sweet,
That burdened souls so often greet,

As some wise voice from ancient dcy.
There, sura is noco la whose belief
The worn heart flnds such sweet relief.

As "Even this will pass awayf
TThen weary hands from early dawn
Till lengthening eve must labor oa.

And know not surcease day by day;
How gladly comes the sweet refrain,
That echoes o'er and o'er again,

"This, even this, will pass away."

When burdens thrft are hard to bear
Would hint the soul 'neath black despair.

And whitening lin refuse to pray;
Faith's lovely face e'en then will glow.
And sweet her voice that whispers low,

"But even this will pass away."

When earth to earth and dust to dust
Is read abovo our heart's best trust,

And we ia anguish turn away;
The bitter cup less bitter seems.
When through Its dregs the bright truth gleams,

That even this will pass away.

Yea, even this 1 With hearts bowed down
We stand beside the new made mound.

And long 10 greet the coming day,
When weary feet haTe found a rest;
When hands are folded o'er tho breast;

And all life's woes have passed away.
Margaret ilcRae Lackey ia New Orleans Pica-
yune.

A WAR TEACtEDY.

If you have never been in tho valley of
the Tennessee I mean that part of tho
famous valley that stretches southwest-war- d

from the great Sand mountain to
the picturesque table lands of Monte Sano,
you have missed a scene the fairest of all
in that country of fair scenes. I will not
ntteinpt to describe it, 1 cannot do it
justice. No one can. It is the paradise
of north Alabama, and in the heart of
that far southern district devastated by
war, and yet thanks to its protecting bul-
wark of mountains, its pleasant homes
and well tilled lands escaped almost un-
scathed.

Xot many miles to the north is Lookout
mountain and the battlefields of Mission
Ridge nnd Chickamauga. Further to the
south and west, and on the same great
trunk line that passes within the shadow
of the heights on which Hooker fought his
"battle in the clouds," is that already

young city of phenomenal growth,
Docatur, and beyond that, the new Shef-
field and war scarred Corinth.

But while this corner of the great val-
ley saw little of either blue coats or gray

except, perhaps, an occasional foragiug
party that chance led away from the rail-
road and into the garden land between
the big hills the valley gave its best
blood for the cause of the Confederacy,
and sons and brothers left the cotton un-
picked In the field to join Bragg and his
gathering hosts across the border lino of
Tennessee, or to follow tho fortunes of
Morgan or Stuart on their cavalry raids to
the north.

Back from the Tennessee, in a cove pro-
tected from the northers by tho broad
back of Monte Sano, a hardy mountain
farmer had built a house of uncut stone
a poor platfe at best, but a home for tho
sake of what was In it. It was not a
typical southern home, for the good wife
and mother was housekeeper, dairymaid
and gardener all in one, while the two
strapping boys, with their father, did the
work which on other plantations fell to
the task of the negro slaves. At the
nearest store, at Maysville, old John
Rogers was, with indiscriminate courtesj--,

dubbed "colonel." Why, he never
knew. Perhaps no oifc else did. Even
before the war military titles were popu-
lar in Dixie. Now they arc all colonels.
So few privates escaped the war.

Among tho negroes "Col." John was
looked upon with some disdain. A man
who "worked" his farm without a single
black '"fsoy" was not likely to win the re-

spect of "the quarters" at the big plan-
tations on the river. Farmers who
worked were "poo-a- white trash" in
those days of easy indolence. But
"Col." John thrived for all that, and
never a home in all tho broad valley was
happier than in the little cove under tho
shadow of Monte Sano.

News travels slow in the country. In
those days few newspapers found their
way Into the Tennessee valley of Ala-
bama, and tho firbt shock of war at Fort
Sumter wan too far away to affect tho
tranquility of the peoplo by the great river.
Then came the frantic call for troops by
the government at Montgomery, nnd tho
great valley was at last awakened to tho
horrors of war. A recruiting office was
opened at Huntsville, ten miles away, on
the other side of Monte Sano, and hus-
bands, and fathers, and sons left their
homes and people and wont away to tho
war. The valley of tho Tennessee was
desolate. The negroes went flocking
northward in search of the army of eman-
cipation, and the cotton was left in tho
balls to spoil. There came u time when
even food was scarce, nnd beef was worth
its weight In the strange new scrip the
Confederate government had issued.

'Col." John fared worse than many,
although for months after the boys of the
lower valley had gone away into TenneB-be-

his sons yiolded to the wish of the
old folks and stayed at home. The tlmo
came, however, when honor compelled
them to go, and they went; but the eye3
of the aged mother were v et with tears,
and the face of the whit? haired "Col."
John was etrangely old, when they bade
their boys good-by- .

There are brave hearts here at home
who remember those sad farewells, when
the boys in blue weni far away to fight
and dio on these southern battlefields.
There were the same sad partings ia many
a MHithern home, and the war left hun-
dreds of decimated families in that fair
valley.

Months passed and then years. Oc-

casionally letters from the absent soldier
boys came to the old folks in the cove, but
they were few and very far between.
They had gone north and enlisted In the
Army of Virginia. They had been at Bull
Run and had been on the peninsula in the
checkerboard operations of McCkllan's
campaign. The latest letter, scribbled in
penal and written in hast-?- , and read In
that little home with aching yet thankful
hearts, told of good health and Confeder-
ate success. Side by hide the brother had
fought, as yet unhurt. Now tby were to
go with Lee Into the land of prinls the
rich, corn growing valleys of Pennsyl-van!- a.

Gettysburg came, and the Armj of Vir-
ginia, rndely awakened from it? victorious
security, was hurled back across Mary-
land and into Virginia ajraln by the mili-

tary gonitis of Meade. In tb carnage of
the" first day the older brother wa killed.
The younger, while retreating with his
decimated regiment from an unsuccessful
charge, was taken prisoner In company
with several other Alabama Midlers,
youn Roger, even then a mere boy, w&3 j

brought to Philadelphia, acu rroni here
sent to Fort Delaware, aj a prisoner of
war There he remained until the sur-
render of Lee ! Appomatt-c- Conxt
Hccse.

The ead news of the battle of Gettys- -

h- - trrjt slow In rcAchln? fS 1!m1

hv frtnt 55ASO- - bat whim ?t AiA rwrn I

broke the tpint of "CoL" John and turned j

mother; for it wm said tht Is th battle
ootn wj nvi umn cscer the ffaower cf
Federal balls. It was aoi long before
there was a "burying" from the house ja
ttw cot, and tiebolyof "CoL John j
was l&& to rest among the pint h& loved
towelL

Aud tjie mother Sh too would $rJa4lT
have died, but wtre wa us trooc
Tae am came, moreover, when be micwd that death had evrt4 her. for there
cacife to hr troa far away ZgAJelawaz9 1

ffifyfa'-- ti.t4 iir3g',.
ift- i. f 5 tSra-rt- y AV.:i t

a letter from her surviving ooytelling ot
the older brother's death and the younger
one's imprisonment, Sho read the letter
many times, and as the tears rolled down
her sunken cheeks, sho fell on her knees
and thanked God that one son at least
had been spared, to her. A sudden reso
lution possessed her. She would leavo
thfi little home in the cove and go away
to the noclh. She would go to Fort Dela-
ware, and they would not refuse to let a
mother see her son even a "Confederate"
mother. Once she had looked upon his
face again sho would have courage to
wait for his Telease.

Traveling was slow. Weeks passed be--
' fore she was enabled to get through the

opposing lines and into Washington. At
last, dying from want, sorrow and fatigue,
she stood in the commandant's room at

, Fort Delaware with written permission
t to see and speak with the boy she loved

so well.
They tell sad stories of Fort Delaware

in the south. They call it the Libby
prison of tho north. I don't like to be-
lieve it. Neither do you. They say that
after a certain encagement the northern
generals accused the Confederates of oat--

t rageous cruelty, and in retaliation a score
or more prisoners were taken from the
fort and ignominiously hanged. Perhaps
they are mistaken, and that there wera
better grounds for hanging than that.

By some means a rumor had gained
credence in the prisoner's barracks that
something of tho kind was to take place,
while the impression pro vailed that special
vengeance was to be meted out to the sol-
diers of Alabama, because of alleged out-
rages committed by regiments from that

i state. Young Rogers was not a cownrd,
but he had no desire to meet so uusol- -'

dieriy a death. With that inventtvo
genius which develops so rapidly among

j those held in confinement, the prisoners
j in Rogers' "gang" dugout the stone work
I and earth under ono of the banks, nnd

thus secured, not only a comparatively
safe hiding place for pilfered provisions,

, but also for one or more of their number
when occasion demanded that they should

' keep under cover for a time.
The rumor that retaliatory measures

I were in order struck consternation to
many a brave heart, and when, for any
reason, a r ederal orderly came to the pris-
oners' barracks nnd called the name ot a
"Johnny Reb," there was a general feel-
ing of misgiving, and an effort made,
when possible, to discover for what pur-
pose the prisoner was wanted beforo

j answering to his name So that when
one day the barracks were excited to a
fever point by tho calling of a dozen
names or more, and the namo of "Joo
Rogers" rang with startling distinctness
in tho cars of that young Alabamlan, ho
did not wait to be seen, but hurriedly
crawled into the "grub" hole, and held
his breath for fear of discovery and tho
consequences that would follow. Three
times the orderly called:

"Joe Rogers! Joe Rogers! Joe Rogersl"
rang through the long corrider.

Then tho prisoners crowded around,
nnd the orderly seemed to bo unaware
that Rogers had failed to answer to his
name, lie went away, nnd on the records
it was written that Joo Rogers had been
transferred as even tho officers thought

to bo hanged.
A sad look came Into the fnco of tho

commanding officorwhen the white haired
woman gave him the slip of paper that
to her meant &o much.

"Rogers is not hero now," ho said,
finally.

She looked at him, dazed by the Intelli-
gence

"Not here?"
"No; ho has been transferred
"Where?"
Tho officer had a heart.
"I I do not know," he said. He could

not tell that sad eyed woman what he be-

lieved to be the truth.
But ho could not dccelvo hor.
"IIo is dead!" sho cried, wildly, and

tottering forward she clasped her hnndu
across her breast and Bank into a chair.

"My poor boy I" bhc sobWd. "I loved
you so, nnd yet I was too latcl"

Tho parched lids closed over tho sad
gray eyes; tho tired head fell forward;
the nervous fingers relaxed their hold.

"Come," said the officer, kindly; "you
must go now. I cannot permit you to re-

main here."
There wn? no answer.
"I am waiting" ho began, and then

he paused abruptly. Something stranga
in her appearance startled him, and ho
stooped down and peered into her face.
As ho did so tears canw Into hin eyes.
The sweet faced mother would never e
the valley ot the Tennessee again.

Sho was dead!
News flies In Jails as It files elsewhere.

In his hiding place that night young
Rogers was told the story of his mother's
death. Strong man though he was, the
shock was almost more than be could
bear, and ho grlovcd bitterly at th
thought that, even dead, he might not
look upon her face. But he m gld for
ono thing. There were kind hearts atnonjf
tho boys in blue, and they took the- body
of the dead mother across to New Castle,
and there In the old church yard revcr
ontly laid itto rcpt.

Rogera managed to ocnpo detection fcr
the few weeks remaining before th1 clo?c
of the war. After the surrender he wa
liberated and returned to Alabama.
There he lives and there I met hlrn. Un
told me this story, and I repeat Itbecauo
itcomesio near home. It intorestol me.
I think It will you. Philadelphia News

Victim of 3Iont Carlo.
The Monte Carlo people will do anything

to avoid a scandal. An a rule, this is the
process. You have loit all yoar money
and you are in bona fide distress. Yon ro
to the administration and uk for a littln
assistance to get home. Yon axo &kd at
what table yon played. The bead croupier
of that table Is wnt for. He recognizes
you as a player and probably remembers
whether you played heavily or not. Your
story being confirmed, you nay to what
station you wish to proceed. A sum suf-
ficient for your fare nnd your needs on tha
journey Is then handed to Ton, and jo
have to i(kq an L O V tor (be anaocnt.

So long as you don't retarn to $foDt
Carlo you hear no more of the raafw, bi
If you co bock there again you roaat rnptry
your I O. U. before yon are allowed U re-

enter the gambling wloons. AU the peo-
ple ot the establishment ar trained &a re-

member faces and It Is very 7rly thx$
they zruJu a sniitak. Lozdoo. Refer

Dptioi cf all kind re mM to b pre-tfc- ed

by French-Canadia- n Ua&it osd mill
band ia EaUca, Mm., is order to ocart
tho cn ot children too yoang to work frs
th lnpctT. LauJr, k?wx, ontr
of tht Iacl chool bnird, dejt, all eja
a meaa of ovtrccmic; tit cbci, xvl
now, in docbtfnl fnntac, Ua cUU fe rd

to open tU ccouih. If so taoior, dam as
th i9 of eTs, cats be dutormd, 1 vamm
go to tckocA ia rptto U H pretmltikm- .-
Jfcw York Tribss.

MaJJ3tV Amailsr H&.iVks4.
Const Boxnto, the hnatnod ef Hes.

Modjeoka, in a tow of Innocent ams-ma- t
for the numtrn of the Litter's trav-

eling company, by his quaint and wr7
rcnuirkj. At cn pi&ce, durisg th wja-te- r,

they tia cnl&esi bos of
the season. Darinx rkrl one of ti
yoaas ladies remj-kt- i that he cocW oot
dace B ,rt araid he wosH etca
hr dtalh coid, "Nver mind xV &

tha const; "think of zjf plcfdJ mcss-Ucs- T

Al teacher pUtot, dartas the
tfce ta;r w tonad to a

ftre andrmtAih, Th coost r&ht 4srnn.
stairs and txcialsiedj "Fire? Ah, 11
ve Jauil est djj0gel' SavX. iim


